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Gather ye round the holy hearth \

And by its gladdening blaze,
llnto thankful bliss we will change our mirth,

With a thought of the olden days.

F. D. HEMANS.

THE SICILIAN VESPEBS.

SILENCE o'er sea and earth

With the veil of evening fell,
Till the convent tower sent deeply forth

The chime of its vesper bell.
One moment, and that solemn sound

Fell heavily on the ^ar;
But a sterner echo passed around,

Which the boldest shook to hear.

The startled monks thronged tip

In the torchlight cold and dim;
And the priest let fall his incense-cup,

And the virgin hushed her hynm ;
For a boding clash, and a clanging tramp,

And a summoning voice were heard,
And fretted wall and tombstone damp

To the fearful echo stirred.

The peasant heard the sound

As he sat beside his hearth;
And the song and the dance were hushed around,
1    With the fireside tale of mirth.
"The chieftain shook in his bannered hall

As the sound of war drew nigh ;
And the warder shrank from tlio castle wall

As the gleam of spears went by.